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T'S a long shout from Ar
cate to Vermont, the first
state to free |ts slaves;
but after Tiberius and 1
had scuttled up to “Frisco
with our jeans filled with
dross, we only lasted six
months, Tib was a wise
wizard in the open and

coild coax (he uverage
hyena to eat from his
palm. But a ‘Frisco

theater sharp bypnotized us Into back-
ing an extravagnnza, and in about the
same month the sweet girlish grais
are buving pink sashes and discover
ing lwuly beyond the Alps we were on
the waitinglist of the ‘Down-and-Out
club.’

Then, to poligsh the climax, the man-
uger balted with the winter's recelpts,

ditto the leadinz skirt, and we were
left high and dry with oaly roses o
£n1

e one like an  (dle draam,’
siphed Tib, meaning the manager. °l

hope nll the boxoffies change I8 loney |

and vl the sguaw sues him SQCeRss
fully 1or lresch of promise. There's |
but one thing loft, bhesldes one honor,
and that 1y tnke a vaciation When
" tow bhall-Nelgon on prosperity |
LI Wt pay to gt Ittt now Lhat |
o pat loaf, let's do it orderly.”
iy 1 fell on lils neek and
R 10 never desort W, providing
I onld synave the rallroads,  And
a cunnidd  passes 1o Vermont,
wha he used o be Lorn, he declded

it would be cheuper and more in- |
structive to go hame, 1 cull Vermont |
wy home, vou konow, as | never had a|
bnme amnd becanse TIb always swore

1 was o Green Mountain boy by adop- |

tion., Dear! dear! how loyal he was
1o that state' Alwnvs hankering to
be there, dnd always threatening to

quit heing & busy bee to Ingugurate an |

No monniains were
know, ug the home
wonntains: o lankes were o clear as |
the: home Jakes: and no people were
so kindly as the home people, |

“Well, I'd been fed on that Rind of
dope that | expected trusty
acraciins to orugh each other under
hoof in an effort to reach us when \\’i‘l
glepped from the train and embar-
riss us with gifts, 18 not surprising
that 1 should fail to appreciate lh;lll
iy had seen Jess of this state than |
anv other in the nnlon, Nor  did ll
realize that pp on the alge of Essex |
u small settlement, utter- |
from all  roilroads  and |

[
ut it doesg pledse me to-

"old home weel”

®O O green, you

s0 long

aounty wWhis
Iy
hizhwayvs
nlzht, as | pause and allow the phan-
geopey to

iantited

toms of those times  and
tronp by, o remember that every vil-
Jeee is now revellng fn and pondering
aver a wealth of newly acquired infor- |
mation, all die Lo the cnreless coming
al iy maeler,

Porhitpe in all onr

bhenelaotm never met

frneys  my
with a mure
fanciful environment
than awaited us there, Possibly the |
vpera bouffe effects hd remained dor- |
mint largely beeanse the community,
known as  Home Valley, was off the
line of any travel and was a aeighbor
ouly to o fow strageling French ham-
lots, where the poorer and more -
erate Camulians grub & lving from
the rocky clearings. But one fact
was soon to be evidencod: 1hose in-

grotesue anl

TIBERIUS SMITH

HIS JOURNALISTIC EXPERIENCE

By HUGH PENDEXTER

In the worning we beheld a small
settlement of rudely constructed
houses, sleeping In & cuplike depres:
=lan.

““It isn’t on the time-tubles,” mur-
mured Tib; 'and yet human beinga
dwell therein,  We'll go down!'

“Utterly fagzed out, we struck the
burg late in the afternoon and found |
It to be a lost town, the hnbhitat of the
germ 1 doubt i the
'nited States can furnish similar con

atay-at-home

dittons, ransack its burders as you

wiil |
“The fact that Firench and hall-

breed (armers had settled down in

sevoral communities within a radius
of twenty miles did oot detract from
these peoplid's isolation, (or they were
of our bloogd and had never assimi-
lated with their ueighbors, The very
alr semued apcient and somnolent, as
we looked on the houses, built largely
af logs, and observed that the inhab-
ftants who came out to mest us were
gurbed in the siyles of balf a century
back.

“1 should say we are two scampish |
Rip Van Winkles and that this Is a
dressrehearsal,’ observed Tib, as he
gravely howed (o an ancient master-
plece whose face was covered with a
luxuriant growth of breakfast food.

“The white-whlekered tease eyed us
in surprise, and at last asked

“'Not French? You must have wan-
dered far from vour course To get
here.”

“Tib told him how we'd bheen fish
ing, and were strangers to the coun
try: bow we were tired of the world

and would like to rest a bit,

Wl B ED

1nnd Crusoes j.l” llf‘:\'TI;- pnsseased ”'I'.‘.]
inecentive to pry into the world heyond '
the rim af the rugged Dozen Hills,

“I'o revert to the southern boundary
of the siate for three seconds, When I
we detrainond [ eould see Tih was dis-
appointed hecanse the citizens didn’t
muont the station nnd weep on
Wis st olean shirt and have the
gohanl ehilidren there to wive flags
Al sing “Weleome Home'

“To tw chemlenlly gorreet, I conldn’t
e know auvone in the state.
Finally he confessed that hig parents
had moved Trom Bellows Falls when
he
mained positive that if we went north
and tareeled o the older eentors  of
ctvilization we'd find hosts of peaple

ns at

STRUAN B

hee wis three yvears old, vt re-

who wonld guit their moans of earn-
Inge o Hyelllood te bask in the sun-
shine of his spelety,  So we passed
Fram one joint to anothoy, diseovering
netny Smiths, but not s Smiiths, un-
1 pothing would do but we  must
deill oved the Rills, towands  Canada,
where the Bloek thes anld grasshoppers
have o e edso et on the horlzon.

The White-Whiskered ,eage.

1 ohjccted, for It wus daily becom-
fng hivder to feed the army, But Tib
laid in o ol tin stu at the
last erogsroads store and, orving 'Ex
celsior,” we iked on untll we came to
& range of Knohs that aren’t Jdown on
the mop it was the boun-
dary. amd nsiated that we surmount
the harrier amnd sqguint our orbsg at the
Lady of the Snows It wis 9 tough
ellmb, byl sundown we repchod the |
top, where we pitehed g small shelter |
tent and ecamped for the night.

WEST POINT’S

stock

Tih thought

It Weighed 200 Tons, Was One Mile
in Length and Cost §400,C00.

From an ironmaker’s poinl of view
the greatest achievement during the |
revolntionary perviod was the making
of the great West Point ehain,  Thix
massive chain, which has probably
never had an egqmal since the Drst )
mammer struck upon the first anvil, !

| what

| origindl forebenr allve.

| tlhops wan 80 opposed Lo belng discov-

vou've seen, and a crowd of
curions folks will be tramping up here
to Inok us over,” vhjected & younger
man,

“*Silence,
the
sternly.
abaslied.

“1 was surprised.  The respect for
gray hairs, U've uotleed, is not as
sirong loday as it was in the Rollo
books

“Then the old man drew Tib aside
—1 reckon he consldered my striped
shirt to frivolous—and con-
verded earnestly with him for some |
time, Tib then jolted his hat over his
richt ear, and 1 knew by that old
familiar sign that he had agreed to do
something unusual,

et me hold discourse with my
friend,’ T heard him say. Then to e
he whispered, ‘If we ¢an he megn
enongh to deal a few pletures from
the botiom of the deck, we edn make
up what the manager appropriated, 1
believe,  Lilst!  This town s bedyid
den. Hasn't seen any one but French
and hallbreeds since the tristful days
of ‘61 They'll use us well it we'll
agree to stay through the summer.”

let me talk to
grandpa,
slunk  buck

Reuhen;
strangers,” commanded
and the other

be oo

“cPuat why stay ' 1 mumbled, niterly
at loss to comprehend any advautage |
in soololng.

“To earn a livellhood,” explained
Tih, *Youn antique migrated here when
the eivil wer hroke out.  Did it to es-
cape the draft.  He and a baeeh of
companions with their women folks |
soltlerd in this well, believing
they were In Caneda, He's the only
They ve'never
written a lettor oF received o letter or |
newspgper since comlpg here,  Hepee
the newer generation |8 in plumb dark-
nesy 4s (o the events of the Just 42|
You see, the first bateh of set-

down

Yeurs.

pred and dralted that they never left
he valley.

““They eall the surrounding helzhts
the Dozen Hills, as that's thelr num- |
ber.  The prenatal influence got to
work, and all the ehlldren are perme-
ated with the stay-avhome germ. Why,

GREAT CHAIN

wae stretehed across the Hudson river
at West Point w prevent the Brivish
fleat from making a second attack
npon Kingston and Albany, It wae
n_erirl:.' a mile in length and welghed
almost 200 tons, wany single links
heing #s heavy as an ordinary-sizged
man, To complete 1t in six weeks 60
men hammered day and nlght ar 17
forges aud the cost of 1t was placed
ut $400,000,
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according to Old Time's Lestimony,
they abhor the outside world and hope
to live indefinitely without being lno-
truded apon’

*‘Hut what's that to u:? 1 gasped,
much perplexed at the situntion,

Well,! murmured Tib, ‘Il seems
curiosity still remains. The mother
in 'em, | guess, The French and hall
breeds they meet know nothing of
whut's goue on, or is golng on, tu the
and consequently Lthey are
hard up (or news, about a half a cen-
tury beliind.
one of thelr number brought # small
hand
thronegh the French in Canada.  But
the original printer died long ugo, and

stales;

no one can run it, so they've had no

news for 40 years. The Dim Past

there opines that we, fresh trom the
wanlt

ouler supply the

Think of it, my

wiorkd, might
and get aout a paper,
boy, think of 1t!"
“‘But 4 paper
blurted.
“"Not

won't pay here,” 1

pay? Tib replied

trusted paper money, you know,
all hers,
over the hills
no good to ‘'em.
change 1s corn and beans.
reet
news once n week.
as nssociate editor.
“*RBut news!” 1 cried.
ons! how can we get news?
““'To think,

and

(Y]

C'hild’—and his voice took on the old
histriouie ring—'we have 42 yvears of
history to drag on. They don't even
know the eivil war is over. The old
man is clondy in his attie, and the
present generation doesn’t even know
how long their people have heen lhere.
It is as if they had slumbered for hall
a century,

**Their neighbors ecan't read or
write, never heard of the great con-
flict, and so have told them nothing.
It's true they've heard in a vague way
of the Spanish-American war, but
they think it's a continuation of the
civil war. The battle of Gettysburg
oceurred vesterday; the name ig new
to 'em, Jell Davis iz fleeing towards
Texas, and Sheridan is only 20 miles
away.’

“The gublimity of it all dazed me,,

Wil they nibhle? | whispered.

*'Nibhle!” he laughed. *Why, they'll
¢limb into the boat for the bzit. This
is a virgin fleld, a logt town. It will
be like selling yesterday's extras in
the moon. 1 ecan set type, or use to
when & malden, and you can bhrush up
your listory, I shall Issue once a
week., The last very firmly,

“And it's the blessed truth that
thoge  Alexander Selkirks had been
cast away with dim memaries of the
civil warv for nearly fifty years: the
curtaln had rung down for them when
the north talked of drafting soldiers.
The children iod grandehilldren had
heen taught to rend from old hymnals
and Webster's spelling-book.  ‘Thelr
lterature consisted of a few ragged
volumes of the vintage of the first
half of the nineteenth century. They
feured the outside world. Every child
had been marked with an abnormal
dread of the menace that cerouched be-
yond the narrow horizon., "And yet
they hungerced for news!

“Well, Tib told old Deacon Durgin
—that wus the aged's name-—thut we
wore annexed, and would abide the

suramer in their mldst and furnish
real pewes.  In private e Tiberius
was a most exact and honor-

able man, bt when It came to busi-

{ness he carefully locked up the Gold

When they' cume here,

proess, und they obtained paper

pityingly.
‘Why, the orlginal immigrants brought
about $20,000 in gold with them; dis-
1t's
Hardly a dollar has rolled
They can't use it; i's

Thelr medium of ‘ex-
They'll
think we're a godsend It we'll resur-
the old press and toss off the
I'll hire you now

‘Gnod Heav-
he apnstrophized the

horizon, ‘that he should lead that card
“Of you stay you'll go back and telll affer living with me all these years.

en Rule and never allowed his voeal
chords to vibrate harshly al the rough
touch of truth

“Finully we were shown o a house
of loge in the centér of the settiement
where the old handpress and some
rolls of paper wera stored. The own-
er had left his property in falr con-
dition, and the paper, rome of It quite

fresh, some yellow with age, would
still take Ink. We found a large quan-
tity ot the latter that Tib sald he

coulil use by doctoring it up.

1 suppose they'll be willing for us
to vizit the outside once in a while,'
[ =ald to Tib, 'so that we ¢an get the
news’

“ONe' he explained, ‘we can’'t do
that. They are willing to give us $50
a week apiece for one hundred coples
of my puper, containing what we can
remember of recent ovents,  They
rockon that before the useless $20,000
are esten up they will have become
gatioted with new |aid information.
They reckon on our being filled to the
brim with fresh recolleetions, and
they only ask that we jolt out a few
facts once & week Now for [ssue
number one of the Tiberlan Weekly!”

“And what do you suppose Tib in-

glated 1 should feed out to them?
The hattle  between the Monitor
and the Merrimae. Yes, sir; and
where my memory played me false
I worked the daffy corner of my
braln to the lmit. Bless you, If
you conld have read Tib's edi

torial. comparing the merits of the
two bhoats and wandering off intop a

disgertution of the mechanism of a 90
horsepower racing motor car, and then
my descriptive article

of the fight

itself, yon would feel proud of us,
Tulk about your red-hot lines from
the shol-riddled buttlefield! 1 gave It
in rounds and wrote as if it were but
vesterday, Why, IL simply staggered
'em, sir. Ly

“You gee, they'd lost all idea of
time. From observing them [ can
now dimly appreciate the all-absorbing
interest the elvil war excited. Those
people simply hung around from one
day to another, waiting for the paper
tn leave the dinky, squeaking press.
It was a mere leaflet, all reading mat-
ter. Old Deacon Durgin, with hickory
gtaff clutehed In his withered hand,
loafed in our office from morning un-
til night, Tib and T had to stand out
in the middle of the grass-grown lane
when we wished (o cook up some
warm, §assy ones,

“*“What shall we give 'em next? 1
ingquired.

“*Capture of Fort Donelson,’ sug:
gested Tib,

““That was before the naval en-
gagement, 1 believe' 1 objected.

““We are defying (ime,” reminde:l
my leader. ‘But if you are squeamish
and desire to observe a striet se
quence of events, give "em the Penin
sular campaign.’

“] dign't reeall much about this
campaign, but [ foozled up some
names, gave a list of 20 killed, and let
it go. It took like hot cakes. They
didn't mind paying dver the gold; it
was the least valuable of their posses-
glonsg. 1f we'd asked for potatoes
they would have coppered us to lose, |
reckon,

“Ope physical trait I noticed they
all had in common. Where the bump
of observation should be, there were
hollows, Yes, sir, their brows had
a scooped-out effect and their fore-
heads were Ingrowing.. The men
worked all day In the fields, and the
women spun and knit. They had
sheep and cows and plenty to eat in &
rongh-nnd-ready sort of a way. Thelr
government was patriarebal, 1 reckon,
as Deacon Durgin seemed to be the
boss Injun, We boarded with him.

“The head of each family was re-

sponsible for his children’s education,
and all could read and write. Al
though they looked down on their
nelghbors as an inferlor race, their
brains panned out far below the aver-
age. They had stagnated and inter
married g0 long that to deceive ‘em
was as easy as stealing things off a
Chrisimas tree. Tib greatly relished
creating sensations, and one
he sprung an extra In whieh ineredi-
ble feats of valor were accorded fto
both armies. The north and south
were clinched, hitting with ong arm
frec.

“His description of the battlefi=ld
was the flercest thing 1 ever saw out
sile a gllded ten-cent novel. He in-
vented names of men and even states,
and at the wind-up proclaimed in eir-
cus type that England was nbout 10
deelnre war against the unorth.

“‘Aly boy,) he explalned, with en-
thusiasm, ‘what we want is & uni
versal war. It pleages ‘em to think
everyone is fighting and that this is
the only gquiet spot on earth, Each
hattle redoubles thelr sense of secur-
ity and isolation. It's our duty to
muke ‘em happy. Besides, the more
characters In the play, the more scope
you have,
go as facls. Get above sordid facts
and make history. Now, If | were you,
I'd ring in an army of Chinese assail-
ing Jersey City., That will dovetail
In with my chapter, Muke the Chinks
and English allies.’

“As it was Tib's game, and as they
seemed ready 1o swiallow anything
from an egg up to a family Bible, 1
dished up the next Item in lurld style,
1 remember it was a ‘Very Special
War Extra,” and 1 figured ont about
40,000 dead on the fleld of battle when
sable night spread her dusky wings
o'er the plain. That last phrase was
Tib's, and he admitted he bhad read
it in a novel, but he malntained 1t was
the best line ever in the paper.

“It would have dome your heart
good could you have seen Tiberius
bustling out in front of our log house,
paste-pot in hand, to stick up some
bulleting on a tree, Ie veally be-
Heved, | reckon, e was running a big
paper, and 1 got so 1 took my work
geriously. 'When he would announce
that we were to issue an extra, I
would fight my watch as if T only had
five minutes 1o catch the press, and
Tibh would stand over me bawling out:
‘Copy! Copy! Look allve, Billy!
You've only two minutes!’

“Then he'd turn to the clutter of
women folks and declare: ‘Mrs.
Whitten, you must remove your off-
spring (rom the press-room. Children
are out of place in a great newspaper
office.’ And it all seemed real, too.
1t ddn't strlke me as funny. [ was
sincerely provoked because the kids
were swarming over the shop.

“I ghall always remember the style
of iim when he'd dash out with his
bulletins. Frowning heavlly, eyes
glittering with energy, he'd slap up
a wireless to the effect that Gen.
Longstreet wag dead, Then he'd walk
pertly back to the editorlal room,
look over my shoulder and read in
my description that Gen. Longstreet
was beating a masterly retreat. Out
he'd dash again and correct the first
bulletin to read, 'Gen. Longstreet Is
Not Dead." And all the while he'd
be humming some catchy Mt from a
last season’s chorus.

“Whenever we Issued an extra we

had the youngsters run about the
Hollow  shouting, ‘Extry! Extry!
North 'n' South in a death grapple!

All about th' blg battle. Seventeen
hundred kilt!" And Tib would stand
beaming in the doorway and murmur,
‘Ah, but it's heartsome. If we only
had some embalmed beef and a rip-
snorting scandal! But it'll come. Pa-
tience, niy boy, untll we run out of
embnlmed history. Billy, see If we
have another can of those preserved
cavalry charges in  the pantry. 1
guess we'd better feed ‘em a little
hool-work next.'

“Say, after working under that man
you'd never want to return to hum-
drum again. Why, I got so I was
afraid some one would spring my
fairy news items ahead of me, and the
joy of knowing 1 was first In the lane
withl an extra was never surpassed in
Park Row., We became so keen in the
game that on several ocensions we gou
ont night extras. Yes, sly, we aroused
those poor oblivious bipeds at three
| o'eloek in the morning, and they got
up and read the latest intelligence by
candle-light. Of course, the night ex-
tras were only when the news was
terrific and wouldn't keep until morn-
ing

“Only once did Deacon Durgin inter-
fere with our poliey. That was when
Tib wrote an editorial knocking free
gllver and declaring for a gold stand-
ard. The deacon insisted that when it
came to the currency question, Home
Hollow wanted only a bean hasis. He
had no use for money, but a govern-
ment established on beans would out-
last the very hills, he sald. We made
that the Issue of the presidentlal cam-
paign, and it hit 'em keenly, sir. An
unlimited currency of beans was thefy
glogan, and we supplied statistice to
prove it was the only possible solution
of the monetary problem,

“Shortiy after that, Tib came to me
and said:

“"That last edition touched "em, ansd

|

“The great chain s buoyed up,”
wrote Dr. Thacher, “by very large
loge, about 16 feet long, pointed at the
ends 1o lessen thelr opposition to the
force of the current. The logs are
placed at short distancea from each
other, the chain carrled over them and
made fast to ench by staples. There
are algo a number of anchors dropped
at proper distances with cables made
fast to the chain, to give it greater
stabllity.”

iron barrler. With its ald West Point

became the strongest military post in:

No British ship passed this

America—so _strong that treachery
was trled where force of arms had
falled.

When Benedict Arnold was plotting
the surrender of West Point he wrote
Andre and sald: “I have ordered that
a link be removed from the great
chaln and taken to the smith for re-
pair. The chain, bowever, remained
in place till the end of the war and
links of it are still to be seeén in the
museums of Albany, West Polnt, New-
burg and of New York eity.

| penetrate the valley beyond.
week |

Nothing hampers & man |

touched ‘em deeply, sir. Now, tc
thoroughly interest ‘em, we mus!
bring the danger nearer, and then b
dispelling it, we'll earn thelr everlast
Ing thanks. Home Hollow must be
threatened by an invasion.'

*“Well, 1 got out a "Very Special War
Extra' at midnight, telling the fearful
news., Hang me If it didn’t brush "em
off thelr feet. The women wept and
hid their children, while the men scut-
tled off to the thick woods whispering
‘draft’ to each other, I had made the
army & combination of Chinks and
Turks, with a sprinkliog of horribie
Indian allles. [t was a tough proposi
tlon for a band of inmocents to stul
up against. But, do you know, thai
extra was the beginning of the end for
us?

“So strangely does fear operate that
the most arrant coward in the Hollow
stole off 10 mount the granite wall to
No man
in Home Hollow had ever done this
before, but the spy was Irreaistibly
drawn to know the worst. 1 saw him
get off, and al once decided to fade
through the bushes in silent pursuit,
Tih was absent in some other part
+f the village, so my going wis un-
Kunown 1o any onue,

“Well, the man crept up the rugged,
peaceful slope as il he were trying to
sneak by a party of Indinns on the
war-path. 1 kept him in sight until
he reached the top. Then 1| saw him

Threw Up His Hands.

[ e b

throw up his hands and sink to the
ground. It scared me, I'll admit it
1 had been writing yellow stuff so
long that 1 was quite hysterieal. 1
guess it wonldn't have surprised me
much If a gang of heathens had ap-
peared on the summit with back hair
down and scalping-knives up. At last
I made a detour and crawled up to
him. Hang me if he wasn't reading a
portion of a newspaper that Tib had
discarded from the sweat-band of his
hat when we first sighted the burgh.
As he read 1 could hear grunts of
surprise and exclamations of anger.
I recognized him as Reuben, the
young man who had orviginally ob-
jected to our tarrying in the Hollow.

““The bearers were veterans of the
north and south, The men who'd
fought under him and agin him bared
their heads in mutual sorrer an’ re
gpect, he slowly spelled out, and 1
realized he had hit upon a deseription
of some military funeral. 'The strile
an' anger of '61 was no more,' he con-
tinued. 'The last few survivors of
the Blue an’ the Gray hobbled slowly
along an’ were brothers.

“Then it sunk into my brain that
he had discovered our hoax and knew
that the civil war had ended.

“With great stealth I made a hee-
line for the settlement, where 1 found
Tib explaining the general situation
to his amazed whiskers, the Deacon.
Clutching his arm, I tore him away,
gaying to the old man it was impor-
tant war news. Once aside, 1 whis-
pered in my editor's ear that the
game was up, and that freedom beck-
oned down the line.

“Tib quickly secured our small
stock of gold, and, stealing out among
the bushes, we made for the mountain
Soon we heard a great crackling of
underbrush albead of us. Drawing
aside, we had the pleasure of seeing
the scout making for the village, wav-
Ing the fragment of the newspaper
and crying loudly as he went.

“It's farewell to the Tiberian
Weekly," sighed Tib.

“‘It's us to the misty highlands,' I
added, and on we went,

“Back of us we could hear a great
outery, but as we neaved the top of
the rocks it died away. It was now
nightrall, and Tib paused and pointed
back, where the dusk was chasing it-
sell about the lowlands, and groaned.
‘Look! 'They burn their only monu-
ment to Iiberty. They squelech the
freedom of the press!’

“A bright blaze told where the office
of the Tiberlan Weekly was being
sacrificed on the altar of an outraged
people,

“And so we left 'em. Tib always
sald he was going back to square him-
self, but he never did, And little we
recked It would be a long, long time
before we gazed on the Greem Moun-
tains again. So I do not know wheth-
er they yet live secluded and unknown
In Home Hollow, or whether they
have braved a fringe of the world
But T do know that somewhere up
there on the top edge of Eszex county
is a community that waited ncarly
shalf a century for Tiberius Smlith to
inform ‘em that the ecivil war Is a
closed Incident.

(Copyright, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

Fox Kills Many Fowls.
A fox killed fifty-nine fowls In Poln:
ton Fen, Lincolnshire, England, fn two

nights,

Australla has placed a heavy duty
on all magazines containing advertis-
ing matter In & proportion of more
than one-fifth of the general contents.
Mutilated magazines are one of the
firat results of the pew tariff. Bub-
geribers to many popular monthlies are
writing to the Melbourne papers, in-
dignantly complaining of the condition
in which the last numbers reached
4 them. Nearly all the advertising peges

LIMIT ADVERTISING PA

GES

were torn out by rude force. This was
done by the agents with the permis-
glon of the minister of customs, who
has granted the publishers four
months' grace to make fresh arrange-

ments. The Melbourne manager of |,

one well-known magazine says that it
has hitherto been sold in Australia at
12 cents, but if this provision in the
new tariff is passed the price in future
cannot be leds thao 80 cents.

7T hetr Christinas
Surprise
— e ———————

HIS year,” sald
Cartwright firm-
ly, “there are go-
jng to be no
Christmas sur-
priges in my hap-
py home—none of
those pleasant
little attempts at
playing Santa
Claus which be-
gin with suspense
and effort and
end In mortifica-
tion and disap-
pointmest. 1 am
going to take my
wife down town

- end let her plek
out anything she wants within the lim-
it of my spending capacity, and then
I'm going to let her take me around
and fix me up with a pair ol embrol-
dered suspenders or gold cuff links
or aoy old thing she lkes and that
will make her happy. Neither of us
has quite got over the effects of the
last holiday season yet,

Such a system, it seemed to me,
would be far more practical than the
miscellaneous guessing. We had been
doing with such decidedly poor re-
sults,

“You see, we had been married
just long enough last Chrisimas to
wear out our first installment of fur-
niture, and most of our wedding
gifts, Things were looking a little
shabby around the house, so we both
agreed that in selecting our little re-
membrances for one another we ought
to confine ourselves to something
which would be mutually useful and
attractive. Both of us had been se-
eretly longing for a Morris chair, one
of those new mission things with big
leather cushions that swallow you up
fn a delirlum of comfort. Mrs, C.
wanted it for the beauty of the
library and her afternoon siestas and
1 wanted It for evening recreation. We
algo needed new poriieres, & new Trug,
a lamp globe and dozens of other
things to make our happy home “the
complete house beautifal” but we
were satisfied always to buy such
{hings one at a time, and to get what
we wanted at any price.

“Months before the Christmas sea-
gon 1 began putting by a little sum
weekly, with the Morris chair in mind.
Two weeks before the 25th T went
down to & dealer's to look at chairs.
1 had been looking casually for weeks
before, but it was not until T came
upon this particular shop that I dis-
eovered what I wanted. It was a
beauty In the darkest and finest of
weathered oak, with all attachments
and a palr of fat, greeny-brown leath-
er cushions that fairly felt like pipe
dreams, laced with leather strappings
and tied to the woodwork with
thongs. The minute I eaw the chair
1 knew it was for me; but the price
was rather staggering. 'The dealer
wanted $95 for it at first, and when
1 had got him down to $80, he acted
as though he thought he were giving
the thing away. I thought it best to
hold out a little, so I merely requested
that he give me a day's option on the
chalr, and paid a small deposit for
the privilege.

Meanwhile my wife had been saving
every penny, cutting down on the
grocery bill and keeping me on cheap
meats with Christmas jn view. It
gseems that she, too, had a Morrls
chair on the brain. On the afternoon
of the same day on which I discover-
ed my prize, she strolled into the
same shop, The first sight of the
chair was enough for her, and she
offered to buy it on the spot, The
dealer was inconsolable. He had sold
the chalr, he belleved, at least he had
given a gentleman an option on it,
and the gentleman had pald a deposit,
bat if madam would leave her name
gomething might be done.

When my wife spelled out her cog-
nomen for him he lifted his eyebrows
in astonishment. That was exactly
the name and those were the inltials
of the gentleman who had already
spoken for the chair. My wife thought
for a moment, Then she controlled
her emotions and merely remarked
that such coincldences were quite
common, and walked out without leav-
ing her address. . |

“Next day I hied me to the dealer's
quickly prepared to leave my order
for the chair. But the dealer did not
geem half so inclined to sell. A lady
had been there it seems—a lady of
my own name, with the same initials
—odd, was it not?—who was willing
to give the full price for the article.
Then it was my turn to think. On
the whole, I decided I did not want
the chair after all. If Ellen wanted
to buy It, I'd let her have that pleas-
ure, The man seemed glad to give
me back my deposit and that was the
last I saw of that Morris chalr,

“Christmas morning we both fussed
about the house expectantly. 1 won-
dered where on earth Ellen was keep-
ing my Morris chair. After breakfast
1 unloaded a pair of green portleres I
had bought for her. As the wrappings
came off I gaw her face fall, Then she
went over to & corner and produced
an exactly similar bundle and unrolked
another palr of green portieres—for
me.

“‘B-but, I stammered. [ thought
you bought a Morris cbair!’

“qt O John, didn't you buy ft
after all?”

“And then, In the light of our under-
standing, we wept on omne another's
shoulders,”

Her Secrets,
Wife—Have you ews secrets yom
keep from me, dearest?
Husband—None, darling.
Wife—Then I am determined I will
have none from you either.
Husband—You have secrets, tnen?
Wife—Only one, and I am resolved
to make a clean breast of It
Husband (hoarsely)—Co ou!
Wife—For several days I have had
a secret—a searet longing for a new
dress with hat to match for Christ
MmAas.

That fetobed him.




